IN HELL

"Hullo, Simon, is that you, darling? A most appalling thing has
happened. There's a plot against me, against you," cried Sylvaine, "to
prevent my appearing at the Franchise and to make us both look ridicu-
lous.'1

"What's going on?" Simon asked.
"My dress for the second act's impossible!"

Simon shrugged his shoulders while Sylvaine screamed confused and
angry complaints about the rehearsals, the theatre dressmakers, the
mentality of the management and the hatred of which she was con-
vinced she was the object.

"No one will persuade me that there's not some underlying political
plot/* she cried.

"It can all be arranged quite easily: there are still six days before
the dress rehearsal/' he said.

Sylvaine would not see it in that light. She wanted Simon to go
with her next day to choose another dress.

"But it's quite impossible, darling/' Simon cried. "Now you want
to make me look ridiculous ! I've really got more important things to
do . . ."

Simon had then to listen to a tirade about love. Love was the most
important thing in the world! Throughout history the greatest men
had given proof of it. Of course if he lacked the courage to defend
the woman he loved . . .

"All right, we'll see about it later. I'm working with my secr^ry,"
Simon said.

"But this is a question of my work/' Sylvaine replied, "and it's you
they want to get at through me."

She sounded as if she were about to reproach him with damaging her
career by the very fact of being a Minister.

Simon felt there was no way out. The presence of Madame Deses-
quelles prevented his letting fly with the offensive remarks he had in
mind; and to cut her off suddenly would have even worse consequences.
With his teeth clenched and his foot slowly tapping the carpet, he
allowed the telephone for some minutes to transmit accusations, tears
and prophesies of even more shattering disasters.

Sylvaine attached a superstitious importance to the selection of this
dress . . .

"All right, all right/' he said, defeated. "Tomorrow at eleven-thirty.
Yes, be punctual; it's my only free half-hour. Yes, I promise. Yes, we'll
dine together too . . . Yes, of course I love you . . . All right, sleep
well."

He could at last replace the receiver,

Madame Desesquelles, with impassive face, suffered in silence for
Simon's dignity, and Simon suffered from feeling that he was being
judged.